For fear almost out of his wits he strayed,
And to his gods, then, piously he prayed
For succour, but no help might him betide.
For fear of this he wished himself unmade,
And ran into a garden, there to hide.

And in this garden were two fellows, yea,

Who sat before a great fire and a red,

And to those fellows he began to pray

That they would slay him and strike off his head,

But of his body, after he was dead,

They should do nothing to its further shame.

Himself he slew, no better counsel sped,

Whereat Dame Fortune laughed and made a game.

HOLOFERNES

Was never captain, no, of any king's

That had more kingdoms in subjection thrown,

Nor stronger was, in field, above all things,

Nor in his time a greater of renown,

Nor had more pomp with high presumption shown,

Than Holofernes, whom Dame Fortune kissed

Right lecherously, and led him up and down

Until his head was off before 'twas missed.

Not only did this world hold him in awe
For taking all its wealth and liberty,
But he made every man renounce old law.
"Nebuchadnezzar is your god," said he,
"And now no other god shall worshipped be.*
Against his order no man dared to stand,
Save in Bethulia, a strong city,
Where Eliachim priest was of the land.

But from the death of Holofern^ learn.
Amidst his host he lay drunk, on a night,
Within his tent, as large as ever barn,
And yet, for all his pomp and all his might.